THE CYCLE OF SPRING    43
The fire of April leaps from forest to
forest,
Flashing up in leaves and flowers
from all nooks and corners.
The sky is thriftless with colours,
The air delirious with songs.
The wind-tost branches of the woodland
Spread their unrest in our blood.
The air is filled with bewilderment of
mirth ;
And the breeze rushes from flower to
flower, asking their names.
[In the following dialogue only the
names of the principal characters
are given. Wherever the name
is not given the speaker is one
or other of the Youths.]
April pulls hard, brother, April
pulls very hard.
How do you know that ?
If he didn't, he would never have
pulled Dada outside his den.